OPD: Within the Machine 


Summary 


The year is 2041, it has been sixteen years since the Second American Civil War started, and 

fourteen years since it ended in a victory for the Federal Government. The world has changed 

much since then, AOC was elected president in 2040, the Second Korean War has entered its 

fifteenth year, and the US and China are locked in a second Cold War. Despite all this though 
things have seemed to return to normal in America, behind this facade however a storm is 
brewing. When a terrorist attack in New York City, leaves most of Captain Michael Scott.Jrs 
Rapid Response Team dead, he is reassigned to the Office of Preserving Democracy Black 

Operations Division to find those responsible. In a journey that will take from the hills of 
Scotland to the woods of rural New York and the beaches of Miami, all the way to the frozen 
tundra of Northern Alaska, Mike and his time must find who was responsible and stop them 
before it is too late. 


Prologue: A Night in Chicago 


Chapter 1: Remembrance Day 


“WAKE THE FUCK UP RRT NINETEEN! IT'S REMEMBRANCE DAY!” The Colonel of Office of 
Preserving Democracy Rapid Response Team Nineteen, screamed at the top of his lungs, while 
banging two small metal pots together, as he walked down the hallway of the dorms. 


This comation immediately awoke Captain Michael Scott.Jr, who upon hearing the loud noise of 
metal being banged together, groaned, and though, “Why the fuck does he always have to do 
that?” 


Regardless, Mike knew it was time to get up. He sat up, threw off his sheets, got out of the full 
sized bed, and walked into the bathroom in his OPD dorm room. The bathroom was small, 
having only a tiny shower, a sink, and a toilet, with it being covered in blueish-gray tiles. 


Upon entering the bathroom, Mike took a look at the shower, raised up his arm and smelled his 

armpits, and decided that he didn't need to shower this morning. With that out of the way, Mike 

walked up to the sink, and opened the vanity behind the mirror and took out his essentials. The 
essentials in question were his face soap, toothbrush, and toothpaste. Mike lathered the face 
soap in his hands, before spreading it all over his face. Keeping the soap on, he washed his 


hands, and then brushed his teeth. After spitting out the toothpaste, he took a small towel, 
wetted it, and used it to wash the soap off his face. 


Michael, now done with his morning routine, looked at himself in the mirror. The young man had 
a fit yet lean body, and an upper-medium strength jaw line. He was white and had a youthful 
face with bright green, almost teal eyes. Despite his rather youthful age of twenty-nine, Mike's 
full head of messy hair was now fully gray, due to genetic defects that ran in his family. 


Not bothering to fix his hair, Mike put his stuff away, and walked out of the bathroom. 


